gO                     SOUTH   LATITUDE
Fritz had cut it. When the new whale had been stripped of
its blubber and pulled over to the " lemmers" nothing
remained of the first one except a heap of flesh and guts
dissected away from the long backbone. A crowd of men
with hooks and knives cut up this heap into smaller and
smaller pieces and loaded them into the buckets. When
each bucket was full of a revolting, bleeding mass they
tapped on the runway of the conveyor and, at that signal,
up it went and was received by men waiting for it aloft.
Sometimes the bucket was overloaded and spilt its several
tons of guts among the men below. More laughter. About
two hours from the time the whale was pulled up on the
" plan " nothing was left but the naked backbone which
was hauled like a giant snake up to the steam saws on the
bone platform. Soon nothing remained but a few separated
vertebrae of the proud Leviathan which yesterday went
snorting through the ocean. After the second or third
whale had been dealt with the " plan " became a shambles,
a gigantic disordered open-air slaughter-house. The din
was indescribable and the smoke of the sacrifice went
straight up into the cold morning air or was whirled away
towards the black and white mountains.
Suddenly there was the shriek of a hooter. It was
breakfast-time. Flensing knives were put down and the
men streamed back shouting and laughing to their barracks.
Then the gulls which had been waiting in ranks upon the
roofs of all the sheds descended screaming in clouds upon
the suddenly hushed and deserted charnel yard. They
bickered and yelled and fought among themselves and, on
their revolting diet, they became fat, sleek and immaculate
in their black and white coats as no other gulls on earth.